ick Daley’s sneakers slapped the granite 
N floor as he sprinted down the wide 

corridor. His echoing footsteps were 
swallowed by the sounds of his pursuers— 
stomping boots, creaking leather armor, and 
rattling scabbards. Panting, the young boy 
chanced a look over his shoulder; the warriors 
were gaining. He turned back and poured on the 
speed. 

The enemy wasn’t only behind him. Nick 
barely dodged an attack from the right. He 
ducked under flailing arms and grabbing hands. 
Clutching his cargo to his side, Nick slowed as 
another attacker launched from the left. Nick 
pushed off the ground and leaped over the 
now-horizontal adversary. 


As Teddy and Nick descended the stairs, the 
car skidded to a stop in front of them. “Look 
out there, partners,” warned Jed. “Big bony 
stampede coming through!” 

The car’s tiny tires peeled out as it accelerated 
and drove away. Rexy tromped by, snapping at 
the bone with his tooth-filled mouth. Both Teddy ~ 
and Nick ducked as his bony tail whipped 
overhead. 

At the main information desk, the museum’s 
night guard talked with a real Egyptian pharaoh. 
The pharaoh, Ahkmenrah, dressed in his 
shimmering tunic and robes, was the reason all 
of this was possible. Inside his chamber in the 
Egyptian wing was a magical gold tablet—the 
Tablet of Ahkmenrah. It was this tablet that 
allowed all of the museum’s occupants to come 
to life every night. 

The night guard, dressed in his gray uniform, 
was the reason why Nick Daley was able to 
experience the magic of the museum. The night 
guard was Larry Daley, Nick’s father. 

After his parents’ divorce, Nick’s father 
bounced from iob to iob. never taking anvthing 


“And the Huns didn’t chop the ball in half 
this time,” added Teddy. 

“That’s my boy.” Larry beamed. 

“Well, dawn approaches,” Teddy announced. 
He gave a nod to each of them. “Nicholas, 
Ahkmenrah, Lawrence.” The former president 
strode over to his display stand. There, his 
horse—named Texas—pawed at the floor with 
one hoof. 

“So, Nick, how have you enjoyed your first 
day of summer vacation?” asked Ahkmenrah. 

“My first day was great,” Nick replied. “But 
my first night was better.” 

“Yeah, Nick is going to have to adjust his 
sleep schedule,” said Larry. “If he’s going to 
come to work with me every night this summer.” 

Ahkmenrah sighed. “Ah, the young can adapt 
so quickly,” he said. “If I were but a few 
thousand years younger...” 

Nick laughed. Even though the pharaoh was 
thousands of years old, he looked several years 
younger than Nick’s father. 

Larry checked his watch. “We’re getting 
close to sunrise,” he told Ahkmenrah. “Will 


CC an you stall him, Nicky?” Larry asked 
his son. 


“Tl try,” Nick replied. 

“Thanks,” said his dad before sprinting away 
from the door. “Okay, everyone,” Larry shouted. 
“We have a code red! I repeat... we have a code 
red!” He began ushering all of the exhibits out 
of the main hall. “Sorry to cut the night short 
but you know the drill, folks.” 

Ahkmenrah helped Larry guide the animals 
and historical figures up the stairs and into the 
various adjoining halls and corridors. After most 
of them were gone, Nick turned his attention 
back to McPhee. The museum director marched 
up the marble front steps, digging through his 


Nick barely paid attention to Dr. McPhee’s 
snotty remark. He was more curious as to what 
was inside the two crates. Both were a good foot 
taller than his father and very wide. 

Larry grabbed two crowbars from a nearby 
workbench. He handed one to McPhee and they 
began prying the front from one of the crates. 
Nick stepped back as the lid fell forward. 
Packing peanuts poured out, but there was 
nothing inside. 

“Wait a minute,” said McPhee. He reached to 
the top of the crate and swept away more foam 
peanuts. 

It only seemed like the crate was empty 
because the figure was shorter than the wooden 
box itself. As the director pulled out more 
packing, a young girl’s face appeared. The two 
men carefully pulled her the rest of the way out 
of the crate. 

Nick had always done well in history 
class. And since his father started working at 
the museum, he had done really well. However, 
he didn’t recognize the new mannequin at all. 
She was a voung girl. ahout twelve vears old. 
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fter a good day’s sleep, Nick and his 
Ate returned to the museum. The sun 
ung low in the sky, and traffic on the 
streets and sidewalks began to thin. As they 
entered the museum, they found the cleaning 
crews finishing up their duties. They also found 
Dr. McPhee waiting for them. 

“Mr. Daley, great to see you!” The museum 
director was uncharacteristically friendly as he 
put an arm around Larry’s shoulders. 

SUb:.<hi,” said Larry. 

“Listen, Mr. Daley, the czar Nicholas display 
isn’t drawing the kind of crowd I’d hoped for,” 
McPhee explained. “He’s front and center of the 
Hall of Eastern Eurove. but no one seems to 
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he next afternoon, 
father went to the museum, 
the Internet. He scanned several pages 
about the life of Joan of Arc. Unfortunately, 
most of what he found was about her life 
after she had fulfilled her destiny. He a 
about how she heard inspirational voices 
while working in the field. And when she was 
seventeen, she put on a suit of armor and led 
much of the French army to many victories 
against the English during the Hundred Years’ 
War. Of course, he also read about what most 
everyone knew about Joan of Arc—the fact 
that she was burned at the stake several years 


later. Nick didn’t plan to tell their Joan that 
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66 don’t believe it,” Larry said as he leaned 
Jon to the video monitor. Nick had 
fetched his father as soon as he saw the 
czar on the video playback. He rewound the 
video and played him the same scene. 


“Well, believe it, Gigantor,” said Jed. “How 


does this guy get away with that, anyhow?” 


~~ Nick’s dad stopped the playback and stood. 
“I don’t know,” he said. “But I’m going to find 
out.” 

With Dexter riding on his shoulder, and with 
Jedediah and Octavius riding on Dexter’s back, 
Nick and Joan followed his father upstairs. 
Luckily, they didn’t have to go far. They found 
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ick felt pride at seeing his friends 
gathered for battle. Even Joan wasn’t 
completely cowering behind him 
anymore. He stepped away from her, taking a 
step up the stairs. 
“Give back the tablet,” he ordered. “Rasputin!” 
The mystic started at the sound of his name. 
“So, you discovered my identity.” Rasputin 
sneered. “What a clever child. What a clever, 
yet impertinent, child.” He took a step forward. 
“Did you know I had to constantly cater to the 
czar’s little brats? It was the only way to stay in 
his good graces.” Rasputin made an exaggerated 
sad face. “Oh, Rassy,” he whined in a falsetto 
voice. “I don’t feel well, make me better. Oh, 
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down Neanderthals like bowling pins. He 
quickly became buried in a pile of cavemen. 

Nick and Joan got to their feet. “Way to go, 
Rexy!” yelled Nick. The T-Rex skeleton lowered 
his skull so Nick could give it a scratch. Even 
Joan patted him on the head. | 

“You have your own dragon, eh?” said a 
yoice from across the hall. Rasputin excavated 
himself from the pile of Neanderthals. “Let's see 
what I can do about that.” 

Rasputin raised his cane and a cloud of red 
smoke emerged from the crystal. It grew larger 
and larger yet showed no signs of dissipating. 
When the cloud grew over forty feet long, it 
began to take shape. The front of the cloud 
formed a horned head. It split to create a large 
mouth with rows of sharp teeth. Four legs and 
feet extended to the floor. Each foot had long, 
sharp talons. Two leathery wings sprouted from 
the beast’s back. And where the smoke tapered 
toward the crystal, a long tail formed, whipping 
back and forth. The smoke solidified into the 


chane af a) ise ave ee 


he crimson dragon took a step forward and 
| gave a ferocious roar. It bellowed so loudly, 
the front windows shattered. It made 
Rexy’s roar sound like a growling Chihuahua. 
Still, the T-Rex skeleton put himself between the 
dragon and the kids. Nick and Joan moved back 
as the giant beasts sized each other up. 

Rexy was quick to strike. He leaped forward 
and spun around, whipping his tail. The bony 
appendage connected, pounding against the 
dragon’s head. The red beast stumbled and 
_ flapped its wings for balance. Wind blew over 
_ the information desk, sending brochures flying 
_ everywhere. When the dragon recovered, it 
_ whipped its own tail around, knocking Rexy 


ick held tight as they soared out of 
Nee and flew down the third-floor 
corridors. Wings flapped as they rose 
over the handrail and then dipped into the main 
hall. They dove sharply, then shot through the 
large hole in the front of the museum. Nick and 
Joan burst into the cool night air, each riding 
_atop their own pterodacty!! 
Nick couldn’t help grinning as they rose 
into the sky. His pterosaur extended its wings to 
its full twenty-foot wingspan and gave a loud 
squawk as it surveyed its new surroundings. 
Nick ducked as the back of its long pointed head 


Passed over his. He rode upon the animal’s 
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Anger simmered inside Nick as he scanned 
the skies. He spotted two faint lights high above 
the center of the park. One was red, the other 
blue. He pointed at them. “Let’s get him!” 

The pterosaurs beat their wings and climbed 
toward the enemy. As they closed in, he could 
see the outlines of the glowing dragons. The 
red and blue creatures lazily flapped their long 
wings, unaware that they shared the skies with 
other flying beasts. 

Nick leaned forward. “Go for the tablet as 
fast as you can,” he told his pterodactyl. 

Not giving away their element of surprise, 
the animal simply grunted a reply. It beat its 
wings faster. 

Nick gave Joan one more glance. She nodded 
and slipped closer to her pterosaur’s neck, getting 
a better grip. Nick did the same just as they hit. 

Ka-woosh! 

Both pterodactyls buzzed between the 
dragons. The resulting air current sent the red 
and blue beasts tumbling in different directions. 
Rasputin yelled, trying to hold on. 


fireball erupted from the red dragon. Joan’s 
pterosaur banked left and dodged the attack. 
Then she buzzed the dragons, flying past them 
and toward the city. To Nick’s surprise, the 
red dragon turned and gave chase. It shot 
another blast of fire but Joan’s flying reptile 
banked right, swerving just out of the way. 
The two beasts became smaller as they flew 
into the night. 

This was the moment Joan meant. She had 
separated the two beasts. Now it was just Nick 
and Rasputin. No help from the other dragon. 
No distractions. 

“Let’s go!” Nick yelled as he kicked the sides 
of his pterosaur. The beast bucked forward as it 
accelerated toward the blue dragon. 

Using the same strategy as the red dragon, 
the blue dragon turned to face them. Its eyes 
glowed and a freezing ball of ice erupted from 
its mouth. Nick held tight as the pterodactyl 
angled out of the way. They dodged two more 
icy attacks before they finally reached Rasputin. 
At the last second, Nick’s pterosaur spread its 
wings wide, slowing it like 1 naeahe.. ¥. 
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Rasputin continued to fend off the attacks 
from the pterosaur’s claws and the dragon 
snapped at the reptile’s long beak. Nick could 
no longer just sit there while everything fell 
to pieces around him. Without thinking, he 
climbed past one of the pterodactyl’s flapping 
wings and hurled himself toward the dragon 
below. 

Nick landed flat on the dragon’s rump. The 
impact of the hard scales knocked the breath out 
of him. The dragon dipped sharply as it adjusted 
to the added weight. As Nick slid back toward 
the dragon’s tail, he grasped madly at the 
smooth scales to keep himself from falling off. 
His fingers finally caught a raised scale. He held 
_ on by one hand as the rest of his body dangled 
off the back of the dragon. 

Climbing up the dragon’s beefy leg, Nick 
scrambled to the dragon’s back. Once straddling 
the beast’s bony spine, Nick scooted forward. He 
ducked as Rasputin’s cane swung at his head. 

“Get back, brat!” yelled the Russian. 


He brought the cane up for another strike. 
He had fexewitehstarcate ar +ha lance Aiea 


. 


l 5 a a LO 
S] 
S 


ick pounded against the thick sheet of 

ice. His lungs ached for air and his body 
N= tired from swimming. Darkness 
began to creep into the edge of his vision. He 
slapped the hard ice once more. He wasn’t going 
to make it. 

KRUNCH! 

Something burst through the ice above him. 
Nick shielded his face, then felt something very 
large grip his shoulders. As he was pulled from 
the water, he inhaled loudly, gasping for breath. 
He looked up to see one of the pterodactyls 
holding him in its claws. The winged reptile flew 


him to one side of the hole in the ice and then 
ley ne ne’ a. or ae aca ae 


f glass screeched as 


front wall. Large shards o 
Smaller pieces joined 


they slid across the room. 
the shards as seamlessly as water flowing 
toward a puddle. Once the glass panes were 
complete, they floated up and placed themselves 
‘nto the large window openings. Knots of metal 
strips and tubing that were once part of the 
revolving doors untangled and re-formed. The 
revolving doors rebuilt themselves inside their 
repaired cylinders. It wasn’t long before the 
entire main floor looked like new. All that 
remained was the strewn rubble that was once 
Rexy. 

“Too bad you couldn’t restore the stone 
dragon,” said Joan. “He fought most bravely.” 
Ahkmenrah smiled. “Ah... wait for it...” 

As with the building debris, bits of the 
a skeleton began to converge. It was as if 
invisible hands were assembling the most 
complicated three-dimensional puzzle of all. 
What might have taken paleontologists years 
to do, the magic of the tablet was doing in 
seconds. It wasn’t long before Rexv stood 


